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A TRIM CRAFT.

SHE'S as trim as any yacht—
Craceful, tapering in line.
| régret that she'is not
Sailing as a craft of mine.
Yet she has a subtle crafl
As the bath days come and go;
Whelther on the beach or raft,
She is bound to be the show.

She's a trim yacht, if you will,
Sailing o’er the social seas,
With Dan Cupid at the till
Er and sailing at his ease.

She has gone on starboard tack,
Then again has swung o porl
To my heart and then sailed back,
Wafted by some quick retorl.

She is swift to sail away
By the light of Venus, for
She’s no good, I'm bound to say,
On the course triangu-lar.
Three “legs” make that up, youknow.
What can winsome Winnie do?
All the legs that she can show
Is compassed by the number two.
JEFFERSON IRVING

BELATED SUMMER MEDLEY.
By R. K. Munkittrck.

HE dalsfes are gayly nodding on
thelr somewhat unsteady pins and
now
The green apple tumbles from the
hough
On u sort of parabolic frolie
That does not colic
When it glids the inner cow
valech I8 grazing while she steers for no
ate in parHeular, but just drifts aimlessly
About, munching the minted mead, and ooca-
slonally looking into the lapus Inzull that
sihekgrounds the fleecy clouds, and then gaz-
iz this way and that
While she gives the fly a bat
With her tall
Thut ly knocks him flat
W t fail

The poet wanders by the seashore and
wists pf the mumercus thi that he egn-
slders well worth wisting, The hyaecinthine
zephyr leaves Its a.lg couclh on the lisping
waves, and, hitting the whiskery of the am-~
phibleus farmer, who Is gathering kelp for
bedding, earroms on the ringlets of the poet
g2 he rants,

While he of the grieflet chants

That |s gnawing at his spirit

And the bosom of his “‘pants.’”

The ocean boniface is viselining the sea
serpent for buginess purposes and thie mouri-
taln landiord is praying for a shower of tar
balle to prevent the moths from cating the
visters off the sheep.

The lily's gently bobbing to nnd Ire upen

the erysial stream,

And the house dog's in g dream

Of the muzzls

That will puzzle

Him i he would up and sizzle

The thin or fat

Cat.

The golf ball Is whizging across the green,
and the tennis ball Is fiying over the neg,

And yel

The blue eved pet
Is not entirely huppy %ecauze her gentie
splpit reeks and bubbles with romance,

And she would up and dance,

And sit upon the rock looking oul across

thoe sea,

In a soulful rever-ree

‘With & fond entyancing he

Who would quickly glad her warm em-

ted dream

With a plateful of lee cream!

The expert balances the eanoe and drifts
along the lake as If sliding down the land-
scupe of & vigion not bullded on & foundation
of Welsh rabbits, but on a handful ol pro-
mective legaeies,

Ihe quail I8 whistling on the rail,

At when he suddeniy changes hig position
and triaks along und lights on Lhe pasi
We think he would look loveller akimbo ot

the toast,

The lotos eater, stretehed upon the sand,
carves hip fair enslover's name for (he
waves to kigs to pleces, and the wavas geam
o mook at him and toy with his tenderest
emotlons and senslbllities, (The spid girl
would rather watch him curve her name on
a number of chocolntes and let her play the
part of the hungry, devouring gea,

With many o sweet koe-hee.)

The farmer |5 softening his bede by playing
& 50lo on them with a flall, which hammers
the lumps down so that any future guest
sleeping on them may not taks the impros-
slon and thereby appear to have acqguired a
high state of mugoular development. 'The
ugrloulturist 18 slep beafing the freckled
helfer awiftly round at a galt red hot,

And he's llkewise making a lot

Of pot

Cheese

In the fulse téeth of the breeze.

Around the open window the snowball tree
is nodding to and fro

In beauty all aglow,

Don't you know,

And on each sphere of vegetuble snow,

tAs it brusbes against the pane, and spills
its old ylang ylang on the air, thers drifts a
humbie bes

On winglets falr and free,

And then he shkims srlong the ground,

And the hound

Malkes o bound,

But dossn't capture tlie sald bumble bee,
but is, so to speak, caplured, because the
aforesald acolian insect comes down likoe
chaln Jightning on the whelp

And makes him Joudly yelpi—

“Halp!"

And all these arcadian faots mean thap we
ire now in the beautiful season of bathing
Sult and mint julep, bassball and mosquito,
while gliding Nere, thers and averywhere on
the jolly

Qld trolley

That s never melancholy.

And our voice, lilke that of the sea, Is full
of a musical joy that drives allke the wolf
and the sheriff from the door; mangled ke
the umpire, while we put the seft crab gently
awny, even a2 the fair maad puts away the
lee eream soda

In the glided eld pagoda.

For midsumnier's here,

And wa up and loudly chesr

That every flaky cloud of foam

Has a Jinlng made of Leer.
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The Saucy Soubrette.

Slhie pometh here from Lendon town
With Parls boots and English gown,
Her yellow hair quite neatly done,
And up to date in shapely bun,
The Bauey.
She dances for the ready cash
And sings her songs for drink end hash;
She's here for coin and not for fun,
At Jeast not till the battle's won.
The Baney.
Shae takes the town end is the erazs,
“Phe eritics ail her anties praise,
8he's full of life yet never rude
And snubs the thing we oall a duode,

The Sauey.
WILL M. CLIEEMENS.

Interrupted Dreams,

We are dreamers all, and 'tis swest to =it
And Hdl:'em.m as the swift-winged momernts
To follow the soul in Itz alry flight

To a magieal land of pure daylight;

To bask In the light of sweet fancy's sun
And of cares and griefs to know not one.

It i sweet to dream, a8 the days go by,
And note not the hours as they swiftly fly:
To dream that the world holds no carking

woe

And no gall of the chain of toll to know,

But when comes a man—what a sad ex-
treme—

With a bill for the rent—that I8 no dream!

ARTHUR J. BURDICEK.

Femi

nine

1903.

venue."

“ wonder why she has not been in

pathing yel."
“If sﬁcy did go in perhaps il"!c reason
would be at once apparent.
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JUST A STACK OF BLUES.

By Charles Stow.

T may be gald In favor of poker that it
I8 o ganie In which even thé veslest curs

mudgeon is mors than willlng to show
everybody the glad hand,

1t s & soientfic fact, capalle of chemicnl
demonstration, that in a game of draw one
ggn burn Wiz celluloid chips as easlly s his
greenbacks.,

Poker, too, has its paradoxes, For ex-

ampie, the deeper you ger in the less in-
elined are you tn g£et out.

it is an open guesticn which is the more
fisky, to play a bobiall on the frack oy in
the game.

The untucky seat in the gime 18 always
gpcupiad,

In raising tle other fellow
raising bades as well

bewsre of

It is up to the Lh;\mt dealer to decide
whether a brandy flush will beat a whiskey
stralght.

In poker It Is not only a4 good but often
4 pecessury rule to "hold up an sutlslder'—
that Is if be'll stand for it

‘lf"mm the way some players make the
chips Iy, one might infer thut tley lm-
agined they were chopping wood,

Poker's kitty has but one mouth, but It
takes many hungry mes to feed i1,

There are droves of bulls and whole florks
of lambs In poker, but nary a bear.

Poker seems to be a much more anclent
game than ls generally supposed, for Is it

{ad

not récorded In the o 0K of Joshua that he
heat four kings at Gileon?

“How many bones have you?' asks the
professor of anatomy,

“About two dollars' worll,” absent mind-
adly peplied the poker flend of the class.

Paker I8 so demoorntic that, even with the
king in the game; the head of the table is
where the dealer aits.

Even after an Arectle night at the game,
some player would call for just ong more
round,

Will J. P. M. & Co. kindly adylse a long-
suffering banker whether poker debis can be
listed as undlgested securitles?

Poksr & Co.—limited—have more membera
than any other association, and the concern
Is not much on the trust order at that.

Thought Is Cheap.

“IV'E besn thinking, sir,” sald the old

booklkeeper tlmidly, “that, as there has

been a good deal of overtims work this

year, I would like to take an extra
week's vacatibn.'

The captain of Industry looked up, bis face
heaming with bensvolence.

"That's right, my boy," hs replied, in kind«
Iy tones, “Keep thinking about it. Thora is
nothing like pleasant thoughls tn meke a
man ohaarful and contented.”

And turning to hls gtenographer he con-
tinund dletating his artlele en ""How the
Divinely Appointed Onag Should Manage
Their Buslness Affairs.”

“Has she been divorced yet?”
“No; she's slill a commonplace par-

“I'm so sunburned my husband woi't
be able to recognize me.”

“Oh] That opens up interesting poss-

sibilities.”
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CAUSE OF REFORMATION.

By Harry Irving Horton.

WONDER why it Is I can't get You (v
try your luck pt polier. You used to
play o good deal In the old days, be-
tore I left town. It's eertainly evi-
dent that you don't play as much ns
3 did, but 1 can't understqnd the

rensen, Usnally the diseass grows on
ong, but a cure sqema Lp haye been found
in your case. Be kind enough to explain,
old man,"

“T wish you wouldn't call me ‘0ld man.
It's wll right when you ure young, but if
you keep It up for years voua know there
comes & time when you find yourself twitting
on facts.”

“"Exeuse me, my hoy.”

“That sounds better; you are forgiven.
Now I will answer your question. I don't
play poker as much as I used toy In fact, 1
dan't play Il at a&ll. I reformed ten years
ugo; haven't touched a ecard sinee,'

“How dld yon come to give up the game?”’

“Stmply because it caunsed me to moke the
greatest mistake of my life”

“Your story ls interesting, er rather, It
promises to be, 1T you will only ‘tell 1.7

“I den't mind felling it to you, although 1
haven't told it before and T shouldn't care to
give everyhody the bensfit of it.""

“Ttig sale enough with me, you know."”

“I'm sure of thut, or I woulil say nothing
mors, You know that Ross Weldop and 1
were grefit friends years ago and that we
married sisters—ithe Mason sisters; hut
what von don't know 1= that we were hoth
at one time In love with the same Misge
Mason."

“Which none?
Mrs, Weldon 2"

“Don't spoll my story. We were both In
love with the same girl, or imagined we
were, 'which was quits as brd. Well, it wos
o friendly rivalry all through, and, although
the girl in the case knew well enough that
we loved her, we had nevgr told her %o In
words. Both hesitated to do 50, for we were
so loyal In our friendship that ench feit that
it would be unfair to the other to speak
without first seeuring the consent of that
other, and that, as you will readily under-
siand, was neither an easy thing to ask nor
an easy thing to grant. You soe, Ress and
1 tully ynderstood and apprecinted the state
of each other's feelings."

“How did you ever decide which should
have the opening argoment? Did you draw
lota?"”

“No, not exaclly. One evenlng, after cur
return from a banguet, whers my Geargs
washinglon regard for the truth compels

T CONCERNING

66

Your wife or the pressent

me to admit we had not been drinking tea,
we wers feeling, well, perhaps a little reck-
less and we decided to play poker for an
even hour, at the end of which time the
winner should be at liberty to epéak to the
fair one. I know It wasn't just the way to
decide such & question and umeither of us
wie proud of the scheme afterward, but
I'm giving you history, not mora] philps-
ophy. Well, everything ran my way. I
wan. The next day 1 eaded and spoke the
words which I helieved wers tp setde my
fate for all tlme—and I guess they did. 8he
gald, *Yes,” und T was a happy man, that is,
for a lttle while.”
“Aren’t you hippy, now?'"

“My dear friend, you are not very woh-

serving] though I am only thirty-sight 1
have very lttle hair left and what 1 haye
Is while,”

“But why blame the gnme? If Ross had
spoken first he would have been refused and
you would have spoken afterward and been
ocepted.”

"You are ignorant of your subject, my desr
ehild; he wouldn't have been refused, The
Indy in the case would have marrled either
of us; It was merely a financial guestion
with her. Ross, you know, has always been
wealthy, and I, tos, had money in those good
ofd days. Yes, I had assets then where 1
have labilitles now."

“How did Ross take 1L

""Oh, he felt badly for a time, of bourse,
bt he recoversd and married the real jewel
of the family, while I, well, 1 guess I've gald
cr;;:uxh: It Isn't manly to speak against your
wile,
loved society and 1 my books and pipe."”

“Under the circumstances; 1 don't know
as you can be bLlamed for giving up the
game,””

“No, guits naturally I have am aversion
to it.”

“You and Roes aren't as friendly as you
were, 1 take {t; he hasn't been here since |
came,"”

""No, but T guppose the fault {5 ming pather
than his. 1 don't think he has any unkind
feelings toward me, He certainly bas no
reason Lo have; I saved him from a life of
unhappiness; but I don't feel Just right tow-
ard him.™

“"“Why not?™

“Well, it may be a foolish ides of mines
but now and then I get to golng over that

awful hour of poker and I remember how

steadily I won, and, do you know, 1 some-
timon think that Ross cheated!"
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BIRD LORE

By Horace Seymour Keller,

whs waiiing at the junstion depot with

a4 few more weary ones for the down

troin, A coupla of spartrows playing
with 4 hit of sttlng dn the platform
his attentlon thither at ones. Ah! Here I8
stubject for conversation—io wit, to ﬂ};nu’pen
ihe blunt edges of the tedilum of waiting;
aiso to spread a little masna in the wilder-
ness, so to speak, and teach one of the great
problems of life—vig., that nothing comes
amiss to the man who walts at the Juneg-
tlon end iz cnger to do & bit of missionary
work for tha good of mankind,

“Bird lore is & favorite study of mine; amd
the man whe keeps his eyes open can learn
much from the feathered Innocent of the alr,
Did wou ever pay much attention to birds,
friend?" he asked, turning 1o the husky
young man on his left, who had his clgar
elevated forty degrees and was pulling

,wihile he looked at the dirgy slgn, which
read, "No Smoking."

“Say, did 1?7 It has been me study, boss,
for 1ife, birds has, Say, boss, it gives me a
hard pain troo me glzzard when a straight
out an’ outer Mexican reod gita de dusty gaff
in the neck from g dirty Plymmut Rock,
what oughter be on de griddle 'stead of in
de plt, De wise guy up in de rural parts
done me outer fo'ty plunks on de fust mauin,
De next go 1 got even by backin' a dandy
goidin' spungle what knew de inm an' outs
of his bis from de word go. It was a cau-
tion to see de little cuss sail inter de pride
of Harlem, whot come from de Philerpeanos
wid de trade mark of a nifty fighter blowed
inter every feather. T had me dough on de
little goldin’ spangle, an' gay, I pulled dere
legs for sixty plunks, Birds? I am de boss
on cook fights in de''—

But the sedate man of ministerial garb put
his fingers into his ears and turned away
to a corner seat by the side of a good na-
turad leoking man with pop eyes, who im-
mediately proceeded to tackia him at once,

*“1d was apoud peards you wvanded do
know, nid? Vell, T dold you allus apout

—I‘*HE epdate man, minlsterial as to garb,

peards In von vink. Bum vol

durkey on dose halluf sheils, :;db:::’nﬂiumdq
der goose hanga high; odder volks hat gread
choy mid der schwnbs—icodle toves, you
know; sum glings do doss wex und tvwendy

plack peards roosding on der pie, Dasdes

tiffer, bud as vor me, gif me der

::‘urgadez ;ulrlﬂ mrkrouét, und ssben %d:
er e efery tvwend i

vriend, dose was heafen a:nminudu. i

dyter e Y shurs as you

But the lover of bird lore poked his fingera

still deeper into hils enrs as he

Ellded to the furthermost gorner ;:;m
down by the side of a rowy faoced old lady
with a double chin, also a wart on the end
of her noas, He sighed wearily as ha sattled
down and felt that here at last he had found
peace and domfort, But the rosy faced ol

lady had heard the previous talk and ghe

folt us though she must ndd her burden t
the rest that was bowin g
i top e & the bird lore lover
“Bhure, Is It burd lurs
shout? Thin, begorry, yes a:?memm
dot, for me moind is on the pore things
Irum nolght unthH marnin, m?paoh, 1 duz
luve thim burds so! Burds thot fly in ther
alr Iy fut fur cages; burds thot hop on lags
In ther garden I fut fur glthin’ it in ther
nleits. But av all ther burds av ther say
glve ms ther burd thot s eelled ther salt
no'-!ﬂsh. an' be dum to ther pest av them.
‘Gond henvens, you
talklng about?” groaned the tired man, as

hie face turned fairly
“Av ther foineat b thot swims; pickled,

fried, baked or raw, t

iy B he codfigh is ther burd
Alas! The lover of bird lore lost the amia-

ble, rosy faced old Indy's last remark; he

was treading up and down the platfo

slde and saying things in a deep

He was the firet to board the do

u.;::. tuilcj‘;x his sent in

there with his cap pulied over his

ing the ride; He was deaf a .

the world, =

We were pncongenial, that's all; she




